"A"                                                 INDIAN
as they happened. Well, then, I had R------*s gun*:
Mary had made me go and borrow it yesterday. I
hate firearms, even an ordinary sporting gun fills
me with shame, a shame for our civilisation. I
couldn't exactly say that to R------, whose gun I was
borrowing, but I had to explain what I -wanted the
thing for and, at the same time, explain why I
hadn't a gun of my own.
It was embarrassing because I like R------ and
respect him in a way; and, though he affected to
laugh at my squeamishness, my attitude towards a
"fowling-piece" (what a good phrase that is) hurt
him a good deal more than his teasing hurt me.
R------ warned me that certain monkeys were
sacred; but I knew that already and I know that the
herd which have been plaguing us arc not of the
sacred race.
Oh, they are pathetic creatures, and they have
the devil in them too . . . But what's the use? The
deed had to be done.
This morning I sacked the khitmagarf and when
I told Mary that that deed was done she seemed
relieved, yet the thought of the monkey has tortured
her no less than it has me all the day long. To the
*R------was at that- t|me tke "Collector** of C------.
fKhitmagajc is the butler of an English household in India.
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